IT WAS A WEAKNESS of Madame de Laignes' character
that, for all her bustling exterior and her air of
assurance, she invariably left to chance the ordering
of her affairs, and therefore inconsequently accepted
the Varambauds' invitation to dinner for the day
after her arrival in Paris. Thus although Catherine
had asserted as she and Michel parted at the station
that it would be absolutely impossible for them to
meet during the day, she was able to remind him
that at least they would be seeing each other in the
evening; she would, what was more, do her very
best to arrive ahead of her mother, and she begged
him at all costs to be at home from five o'clock onwards.
By the midday post there came a letter from her.
It was quite unexpected, and he leapt to the conclusion
that at the last moment she must have been able to
contrive a meeting somewhere. What then was his
disappointment to find nothing but the old counsels
of discretion, the old delight in dissimulation, which he
had thought she had at last renounced, but to which,
as witnessed her insistence and her precipitancy in
writing, she still clung with undiminished stubborn-
ness. Instead of openly discussing the present situation
29